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loyalty—this time founded on reason—to follow the men who
have done right. It is worse than useless, it is almost wicked to light for 4i I 'num." 'Flu; idea], if it be beautiful, is not possible; representation ha.s been accepted as a system of Government and by representation Ireland has declared its will. It must have its will, or be governed as a Crown colony, and this is impossible.
Love to all, S. A. B.
ST. ,Irw-:'s Vie.\H\oj«i, \VniTKcriAri5L, October 1888. To //. 0. IL
When I got home the house wmilcd a welcome, shadows of my wife's smiles. Tin* house, never would have smiled so without her love and thought. Tho Ktudy was warm, light and full of red ! . . I nat, there after dinner and finished Idolatry. It is a Btrong book and the man may bo eager for God, though he does play Huspkritwsly near what is beastly. It is a grand picture of broken idols, and the fair idol which attracts so many is well broken at tho end. Haider found that not even his own right•eounnesB could bo a Uod. That's well done, so all the way through is tho mingling of fact and fancy, mental and physical phenomena. . „
A very little, as you nay, makes mo happy. I have too large a ntoro of hopo to give up for long. . . Knowlos, of The. Nineteenth ('inttmjt to whom I, Bent l*rttctiniblc. Socialism with a stamped envelope for its return, to-day Bends mo the proof. My breath in a bit taken away an Homo of tho statements are strong and roughly ntated. 1 must BOO to their correctness. We will go over tho proof together. . .
jV-,— won with mo yesterday—1 put my foot down on his buMineRH arrangementB and showed myself to be your disciple in the maUer of accounts, lie has to get out another system. I do dislike his manner and I am novcr more severe to anyone. I Hhall tell him Home day I expect return in my own coin for my inveHtmcnt of tuna and brain. . .
It IH just nine and 1 Hhall get oil this letter so that you may have a mennage to-nitfht at Liverpool. What a lot there is to tell when HVOH arc shared aa aro ours! Uneventful I should describe yenterday and Sunday to be, wore I writing to others; to you thin quire of paper would not tell you all . .
Nurm* and 'Funny dined with mo oil pheasant, Nurse feeling half uncomfortable lest she were eating what I liked.   Women men.
S. A. B.